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A many of mead-cups the kin of those men,
The sturdy of heart in the hall high aloft,
Hrothgar and Hrothulf.    Hart there withinward
Of friends was fulfilled; naught there that was

guilesome

The folk of the Scyldings for yet awhile framed.
Gave then to Beowulf Healfdene's bairn      1020
A golden war-ensign, the victory's guerdon,
A staff-banner fair-dight, a helm and a byrny:
The great jewel-sword a many men saw them
Bear forth to the Hero.    Then Beowulf took
The cup on the floor, and nowise of that fee-gift
Before the shaft-shooters the shame need he have.
Never heard I how friendlier four of the treasures,
All gear'd with the gold about, many men erewhile
On the ale-bench have given to others of men.
Round the roof of the helm, the burg of the head,
A wale wound with wires held ward from without-
ward,                                                      losi

So that the file-leavings might not over fiercely,
Were they never so shower-hard, scathe the shield-
bold,

When he 'gainst the angry in anger should get him.
Therewith bade the earls' burg that eight of the

horses

With cheek-plates adorned be led down the floor
In under the fences; on one thereof stood